CHAPTER X
Madame Curie
PIERRE and Marie set out for an unusual honey-
moon. They had no tickets to get and no rooms
to reserve, because they were going off on bicycles
just wherever their fancy led. They strapped a
few clothes to the bicycles and, as the summer
had been wet, two long rubber mackintoshes.
Their tyres glided silently over the wet roads;
bright, fitful sunshine flecked the tall trunks of
the trees that make an avenue of all French, roads;
overhead, the heavy summer leaves dappled the
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